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condition he came straight from Yeravda Prison,
Poona to Allahabad. Father was very pleased to see
him and Gandhiji's presence seemed to bring him
some peace. Many others who had been released
also flocked to Anand Bhawan to see father and
perhaps to pay him their last homage. Our house
was full of guests but in spite of it silence and gloom
pervaded everywhere, where usually one heard only
laughter and saw only happiness. Silently people
flitted about the house, some doing work and others
just aimlessly wandering around. The whole at-
mosphere was tense and sorrowful.

All of us, mother, Jawahar, Kamala, Swarup
and I hovered around father all the time. At nights
we took it in turns to sleep near him in case he
wanted us. Many a time when I was with him and
he wanted a drink of water he would ask for it very
apologetically, not wanting to bother me. I used
to feel rotten because he was so considerate and
even when in the throes of a fatal illness his
thought was for others and never for himself. Day
by day we watched him anxiously as his strength
ebbed away, but were helpless to prevent it. Till the
end he never lost his sense of humour often he
joked with Gandhiji or teased mother about his go-
ing ahead of her and waiting to meet her in the
next world, but never did he appear afraid of what
he knew must be the inevitable end. All his life
father had had to fight battles and most of them
he had won. He could not give in even to death
without a fight and he fought with all his failing
strength for many days and nights, striving to live
a. few years longer, not for the sake of worldly plea-
sures, but in order to be able to see some good re-
sults of the work to which he had dedicated his
life. But all his courage was of no avail and death
did triumph in the end.

One day whilst talking to Bapu father expressed